MEMOIRS OF THE BMPEESS .EUGENIE

tern worked a miracle on him. Barely a year had
elapsed "before he was allowed to leave, although
his term of imprisonment had not yet expired. The
manager of the establishment recommended him as
a farm laborer, and the boy kept his situation, giv-
ing great satisfaction and becoming in the end an
excellent member of society.

The Empress next turned her attention to the
terrible women's prison of Saint Lazare, where vice,
misery and crime were thrown together indiscrimi-
nately, thus forming a vast and festering social
wound.

During one of her visits to this lamentable estab-
lishment her attention was attracted to a woman
who was lying on her deathbed. She had led a
wretched and shameful life, and was now loudly re-
fusing the comfort of religion, while she indulged in
the most horrible curses and blasphemy. The Em-
press approached her bed, spoke gently and sooth-
ingly to her, and seemed to find words which went
straight to her heart. Suddenly she raised her eyes
wonderingly and remarked:

"You, an Empress, can speak so kindly to me!
You can feel for my sufferings! Then, truly there
must be a God, if you have such a kind heart."

Few things that happened to Eugenie during this
regency gave her more real joy than these words
coming from the heart of a fallen woman. Soothed
and softened, the poor woman asked forgiveness of
the sisters and nurses towards whom she had been
so rebellious, and, assisted by the Empress, she
passed the rosary they handed fter round her neck,
asked for the chaplain and even wished to be con-

448nsel and spurned the efforts of all who tried to
